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Fangs 


Author's Notes: 
Just a drabble that | just made. None of this is true, no harm is intended. 


Lars was arriving backstage. Playing in those cheap clubs with no kind of comfort and drumming like there is 
no tomorrow made that a tough show. But the new guitarist was pretty weird as well 
He seemed very mysterious. Dark skin, dark features.. 


He looked.. Attractive? 


Lars tried to push those thoughts away. The room was pretty much empty, so he just decided to remove his 
sweat covered clothes. He tossed away his shirt and unzipped his pants. He was lazily removing his trainers and 


jeans when.. 


SMACK! 


He felt himself getting violently pinned to a wall. 
"What the.." he screamed before he felt a cold hand land on his mouth. 


And then he saw them. 
Those black, mysterious eyes. 
"Kirk? Damn, you're much stronger than | imagined" he thought. 


But he was looking a bit out of himself. As if he was super mad or something, making the drummer wonder 


what he had done. 
Trying to understand what was going on, Lars spotted the root of all evil 


Two small - but big enough to notice - fangs were out of Kirk's mouth, ready to bite, with a pair of green 


eyes starring at them in terror. 
| have always wanted this.. Wanted to bite you.. To give you a piece of me and make you mine.. To taste your 
blood.. " Kirk whispered full or lust in his ear, smelling and feeling him. The vampire then bit his neck slightly, 


leaving a small mark. 


The drummer stopped feeling any terror at all. He just moaned in pleasure, feeling like this was the most erotic 


moment of his life.. And in no time Kirk's fangs were sucking all blood from his neck.. 


But it all started two weeks earlier. Kirk was tuning his guitar when he saw a strawberry blonde haired guy 
walking into the room. He put his guitar back in the stand and walked up to face the ex - Metallica member. 


"So... You're gonna take my.. place?" the ginger asked the curly haired guitarist in a drunk manner. 

"|..." Kirk murmured shyly. 

"Oh, l'm.. cool" Dave said while coming closer. "I. just want one thing" he said and kissed Kirk 

He was enjoying the kiss, closing his eyes, but his item of lust was just.shocked. 

"Dave... this.." Kirk managed to say when Dave broke the kiss, before feeling a sharp pain on his neck, mixed 
with a kind of pleasure. He would scream, this was wrong, but it felt so good.. Like a small death... Isn't it how 


they call the orgasm in French? 


When Dave stopped, he looked at the guitarist who replaced him in the eyes, while his blood was running all 
over his chin from his sharp, white fangs. After that he just got his guitar and got away, without even . 


But this is all a very old memory. Now Kirk was sitting on his bed, stroking the hair of his beloved Lars, who 


was still asleep. Feeling the touch, the drummer woke up and pressed his lips against the guitarists. Soft moans 
were filling the room, while they were feeling each other's fangs with their tongues fighting for dominance. 


"Good morning, baby" he softly said while feeling his boyfriend's black and grey curls. 
Contrary to popular belief, vampires do age. But they are immortal. 


"Morning" he replied, while hugging Lars tightly. 


The start 


Author's Notes: 
| decided to write a prequel. 


Redheads who read this, you may now hate me or love me. 
Also warning: mentioned violence/abuse. 


PS: The story has another chapter. It has been posted as another story named “Loved To Deth" 


Far away from the city, there was a small and quaint village. 

But it wasn't just any village. 

It was a village of vampires. 

The most powerful vampires lived there, whereas the least powerful ones were forced to spend their lives at 
human societies. And it was quite hard to live there. They had to forget about blood and just eat human food. 
That made them weaker. Biting people to transform them to vampires was hardly permitted, as there had to 
be a control of the vampire population. 

Some vampires were made, as humans that got transformed by another vampire. Others were born by 
vampire parents. Either way, the unwritten rules of the vampire society were understood from the moment 
someone became a vampire. 

And all of the born vampires had one common characteristic: 

Red hair. 

Redheads are very rare, and that's because they are vampires of noble blood. 


Dave was such a creature. 


His mother and father used to be powerful in the vampire village, but lost their influence. They had no other 
choice, but to move to a human city. And they already had a cute ginger boy. 


But they both got weaker and weaker, being used to eating from the blood bank for their whole lives. They 
knew that they would die. And that would make Dave an orphan, 


His mom talked to a couple that lived close to them and couldn't have children. She proposed them to adopt 


Dave. 
Little did she know about how bad his upbringing would be. 


Dave cried and cried when both his parents died. His new mom wasn't really caring, as she never saw Dave as 


her own child. And his new dad got more and more violent. He used to hit Dave mercilessly. 
One day, Dave snapped. He couldn't help but stand for himself. He wouldn't take another beating, 


His dad was about to throw his belt on him, but Dave held his hand with huge power. The man couldn't get 


how a six year old was so strong 
But he saw them. 

The fangs in his mouth that got well with his furious, dilated eyes. 
The man immediately started running and went to the church. 


Meanwhile, Dave was so relieved. He felt super strong. He smiled at himself in the mirror. But, feeling tired, he 


just went to his bed, hugged his huge, white teddy bear and fell asleep. 


But the people of the small city wouldn't stop rioting. Dave got more and more picked at in his school. One day, 
when a bully was about to hit him, he snapped again All the children very scared and ran way. 


A day later, when he was sleeping with his teddy bear, he heard people entering the room. 


There was a priest who was trying to exorcise him. People were holding crucifixes and there was huge smell of 


incense. 


The small redhead looked around with wide eyes. He started crying, as he felt frightened. After a while, he 


started coughing, not able to inhale incense. After a while, he passed out. 


He woke up in his mother's arms, on a bus. They were moving, as she couldn't stand being called a which and 


felt sorry for her son. 


The pattern got repeated and repeated; they moved to a city, they ran away cause somebody picked at Dave, 
he snapped, and the whole city went crazy. 


The ginger became more and more aggressive and tried to show less sensitivity. 


At IT, he ran away from his house. He was already a drug dealer. Having superpowers made him able to 


protect himself. And, since the death of his biological mother, he hadn't felt love. His new mom rarely showed 


affection, and only seemed to care in extreme circumstances. 
Dave became a guitarist. He joined a band whose name was Metallica 


He felt so happy about it. The audience seemed to give him all the love that he was missing. He felt as if his 


bandmates were his family. 

But, of course, he wouldn't show many emotions. 

Emotions meant weakness. 

And weakness meant being surrounded by priests and Christian bigots, and being unable to help yourself. 
But James, the singer and other guitarist, and Dave weren't getting much along. 

It was after one show that James pushed Dave to a wall and started shouting. 


"Why the fuck can't you stop drinking so much! Stop being so fucking sloppy or you will get thrown out of this 
band, you fucker!" 


Self control, self control, Dave repeated in his head again and again 

"What the fuck where you thinking? This solo was awfull" Lars joined. 

That was when Dave lost it. Lars and James where horrified when they saw the fangs 
They just ran way. 

Hah, like everyone does, Dave thought 

The next day, he was thrown out of the band. 


But hey. He got to bite their new guitarist. His desire for blood was satisfied very nicely. 


